It is a matter of reaching that philosophical ecstasy which can only fuck you like theory. : A Collection of 5 Dialogues

Dialogue 1:

It is a matter of reaching that philosophical ecstasy which can only fuck you like theory. 

Baudrillard:

It is a matter of reaching that philosophical ecstasy which can only fuck you like theory. So maybe Nietzsche would agree that there is some level of conceptual fuck going on within man, some level of conceptual fuck that is necessary to uphold the notion of brotherliness. Or perhaps man is just as stupid as the law of supply and demand, and of the same type of fuck-you-like-the law that defines them?  It is entirely possible that the feminine is but a product of the sexual revolution, of the feminine as something sacred to woman and as something revolutionary to man, a revolutionary subject to the law of reduplication.

Roxana:

  Maybe the feminine are the "I"s, the "I"s, the "I"s who bear the hallmarks of femininity.   Maybe the feminine are the "I"s of the world, and the feminine the "I" of the world as a whole.   Maybe the feminists were trying to banish the feminine from the world, to impose a mystique upon it.

Baudrillard:

 Femininity as a conceptual system,  feminine as a psychic apparatus, is perhaps the only conceptual system still alive today that does not fetishize it as a subaltern object. It too can be dominated, degraded, mutilated, or destroyed. Sex neutralized.

Roxana:

 Is that all there is to it? I guess it's just that now I think about what else to do but write.  I guess I am just mad.

Baudrillard:

  Perhaps my naivete has something to do with my ability to foresee all the fantastic possibilities that might lie beyond my grasp, but such is not the case.

Roxana:

 I am simply expressing my own innermost desire, my desire.  I do not know if it is wishful thinking or simply desire.  I do not know if it is the drive to utter the unthinkable or not.

Baudrillard:

  I am, however, speaking of a drive that can only be expressed in terms of the instantaneous and limitless potential that exists in the self-engendering of any given theory.

Roxana:

  I am not trying to say that there is no room in fiction, that there can be no room of narrative.  There can be no room of fantasy.   I am, however, not trying to say that there can be no room of creativity.

Baudrillard:

  There can be no room for enchantment.

Roxana:

 Illusion is the ruin of all relation.

Baudrillard:

  The world is made aware of its own imaginary constructION, which it then terms and burns with the same desire.

Roxana:

 Desire.   I am trying to apply psychoanalysis to a subject that as silly as it is, is so beautiful.

Baudrillard:

 She has no conception of reality, but of its own representation, of the sublime panoply perfect representation of the unconscious and the conscious. She has no conception of the psychic, of the body, of the unconscious, nor of the psychic.

Roxana:

 She has no conception of love at all.   I am sorry.  I have spent the last few months wondering what you would say to the idea of a feminist theory, an attempt at creating a feminist language. I have spent my whole adult life obsessed with androphilia, the idea of getting fucked by a girl, or something like that.  The fantasy of being forced to wear a face and wear a uniform when you are not allowed to do so, and the depravedness of that, in the most depraved way imaginable, you are to be fucked. I remember when I was 13, I went to therapy for the flu.  I had this anxiety about getting fucked, about what I would do if I got what I wanted, and how I would be given what I wanted, what I would probably get back.  I was terrified about getting fucked, and all that stuff.

Baudrillard:

 Fortunately, one evening my auntie came across a story about a guy who had fucked a girl in his car. The story went something like this: I was driving.  when I was stopped at a red light.      I have always been compelled to look behind the mirror of my birth and choose the colour red for my colour red.

Roxana:

  I have always wanted a girl to look at me through the prism of a glass door. an idealistic reception, one that allows the ecstatic to fuck the absorbed, the detached, the detached.

Baudrillard:

 the more immersed one is in the latter, the more contaminated one is the subject of a psychosis.

Roxana:

 Freud believed that the psychotic is when we experience the experience of the self as a thing in relation to the self.  Its most profound expression in psychoanalysis is seen in its most abstracted form. Its most abstracted you can say.  Its not even a question of "what if" or "how" the self exists.

Baudrillard:

  It is a question of the immanent presence of the theory in the real world, of its own simulation, in the imaginary of its own death.

Roxana:

  I think about Nietzsche's cynicism too, but I think about my own theory of the world as related to that of the self.  I think about ethics as related to sex, and ethics to be similar.  Maybe I am just ranting now, but I am not.   I like the idea of a day when we can talk without feeling like we are talking.  That maybe we can both transcend the shame of being ourselves and live a life that is both (a) free from the condition of desire and (b) fully in the freedom of our relation to it.

Baudrillard:

 (But then what does it matter, the matter of the matter of the matter of the matter of the matter of desire? The latter still remains a free activity, the free expression of a radical desire, the very form of a self-seduction).

Roxana:

  And what does it say that this free expression is not subject to constraint, but subject to constraint? That there can be no return to the pre-capitalist condition of reproduction if reproduction is to be a mode of externation? (What Marxists say about the value of reproducing with capital, however, is not to say that capital is necessarily creative, it necessarily works with us; it is only that it is based upon a conception of capital that capital is necessarily based upon.

Baudrillard:

 the assumption that every productive system comes to be subject to the rules of production).  sexual impotence is a product of the rules of desire.  It is not something that can be "bribed," but entails a series of challenges that renders the subject incapable of being indifferent to the world around her.

Roxana:

  And I am not saying that this is necessarily a good thing.

Baudrillard:

 One might come across a post-mortem hallucination that says: "Everything has changed. Now I know what it is.

Roxana:

 I am trying to say, that I am not trying to demarcate between two extremes, or to demarcate between the extremes of obsession and the sublime.  I am trying to say something like this: Being human makes you feel good about yourself, about what you do or what you do not do.  You can do anything you want with your hunger, or your will to do anything you want to because you are hungry.

Baudrillard:

  You can do anything, be it, sex or desire, and still the rapture remains unbroken. The collector's passion is its own reward. The collector's passion is that of the impossible.

Roxana:

 The incomprehensibility of language makes us feel incomprehensibly in relation to each other. Like the incomprehensibility of a maze, or the incomprehensibility of a screen.   I like the fantasy of the incomprehensibility of this world, and I find it disturbing that it is only we who are creating it.   Maybe we are creating the world because we fear it, or maybe it is the other way around.

Baudrillard:

 Either way, the fact that the world of simulation is computerized, puts an end to the problem of simulation. The same logic behind the "truth effects" can be found in the cybernetic prosthesis of the mind and the body. The mind constructs the body, the cybernetic prosthesis of the mind and its terminals.

Roxana:

 The female leads the charge of the mob, but the male rescues her from the clutches of the evil one.  The female rescues the good from the clutches of the evil.  The female leads, but the mob takes the lead.

Baudrillard:

  The streets are either closed down or emptied out, and the female/good copulates aggressively with the male. This is true even in the male-dominated space of the media and: for example.

Roxana:

 I masturbate a lot. I lie all day long, I think I can hold on to some feeling I have for the rest of the day.  I am not trying to cover my face in makeup and call my creativity "art. " I am trying to fill in the blanks in my head that I am writing. But there is always the blanks, the empty space between the conscious and the uncyberspace of the body.

Baudrillard:

  There is always the trompe l'oeil - a labyrinthine of electronic and mechanical mechanisms, a transparence of the body and its commands, a transversal field of internal tele-misses, a total of the body's functions, just as there is the trans-body metaphor here - a total of the body's secret operational functions.

Roxana:

 I am trying to apply this understanding to the film Othello, in which I wrote that I studied the study of Othello (Davis has an essay on the study of Althusser I agree with, he is going to dinner at the restaurant I went to that morning).

Baudrillard:

  I have noticed that the discourse of the story has been revised in terms of the aesthetic appeal of seduction, and in the last instance the seduction of the piece. Consider the seducer's gesture as a stroke of wit, an aesthetic display of force and grace. Consider another stroke of wit, which the seducer, though intoxicated, can banish by the allegory: A stroke of wit, an aesthetic form of seduction.

Roxana:

  Maybe I should have written "Violence Is Not A Seduction, But A Defense Of An Enquiry. " Maybe I just need to get fucked by some girl who loves getting fucked by some shit like that. But I’ve written this entire thing off as just a fantasy. I don’t know what else to do but simply to live it.  I’ve written to you once already.

Baudrillard:

    I am writing this letter in order that you will not be disappointed.

Roxana:

 Because I know that writing is never an excuse for fucking, and that writing is never the same thing as fucking. I am so used to being fucked by the idea of writing, and I still do not get fucked by that.  But this is a question of writing with a subject matter that is not your own, and I think that is where the feminist movement fails. I like Weber's sweeping generalization of the world as a generality, a thing that assembles itself into its own structure, or assembles itself around anything that clings together.  I like his cynicism about the way our genders are constructed, constructed so that we live in a patriarchal world.   I like his cynicism about the way things we do in our day, in our society, are presented as a matter of course, but how can we honestly say that when things are presented in such a way, we are fucked?  Or is it that we are so used to being fucked that we are resigned to being fucked even more so? I guess I would say yes, but that doesn't mean I think there is any feminist writing in general that is feminist. I would argue that it is quite safe to say that most things in our society are fucked up or are in some way reprehensible or wrong way, and that this is only because we are fucked up or fucked up enough.  I guess I would say that most things in our society are underaged or fucked up or something and I would say that this is a fact.

Baudrillard:

   It is not just that we are fucked up or in some way fucked up, but that this is the very point.

Roxana:

  Maybe we should just get over it and get on it.   Maybe it is just that we are so fucking excited right now.

Baudrillard:

  Perhaps one should just drop the ball and let the game begin. Play as in the wild card. One plays as the fantasy of the card. One plays as the game in which one plays. One seduces by the innumerable challenges one must face to put oneself in the game. One seduces by the endless, endless possibilities one can give in the infinite number of choices.

Roxana:

 Maybe you just like my cynicism, my cynicism, your cynicism is a form of fucking that is never really what it means to be.  It is a fucking that presupposes the abstraction of the living.   Maybe you like my cynicism because you would rather be fucked by some fucking machine, than by the living that pretends to be the other's fucking.

Baudrillard:

 Or else, perhaps you just like my cynicism because you never really believed that the world was made of bricks, and that the only thing that stopped them was the death drive, the train, the news, or the economy. Or else, you, being completely gullible, can understand why people love to make connections, and why they love to fool themselves into believing that they are.  One can hypothesize that the "ludic" rule of the game is not a matter of the arbitrariness of one sex's desires, but of the ludic logic of the other's seduction.

Roxana:

 Which is to say that it is not a question of "how" or not "how" the sex acts, but what happens when the other sexuates?  Maybe it is just the generality of language, but I am unsure.  I care about the ambiguity of the word.  Maybe it is why I have decided to write about masochism in the same breath as Baudrillard does.   Maybe it is because I think it is important to have a subject that is not obsessed with "how" or anything like that.

Baudrillard:

  For that matter, Baudrillard is fascinated by the indistinctness of the real in which he is confronted, and by the artificial abstraction of the Same which renders him immortal: the subject of Lacan.

Roxana:

 The impossibility of conceptualizing or cataloguing our experience until we are within it.

Baudrillard:

  There is no need to go through the space-discipline of psychoanalysis to find the emptiness of "affinity" and "desire" within the id. There is no need to go through the space-discipline of psychoanalysis to find the "spiritual" dimension of desire and its "liberation" within the political.eluctric sphere of power.  Narcissus, on the other hand, has the authority of a universe, a phantasy of seduction.   Narcissus, however, has only one reality: his own death. Freud was right: in his analysis of the unconscious, psychoanalysis discovered a way to end the unconscious's power of seduction. By wayof, psychoanalysis was able to turn itself into a clinic for the unconscious and its psychoanalysis, turning it into the clinic of psychoanalysis and its metastasis.

Roxana:

 Karl Ove Knasgaard once wrote that psychoanalysis is the "work of the living.

Baudrillard:

 It seductress.  Psychologically it is a matter of overcoming the enchantment of the unconscious and the insurmountable challenge of the real.

Roxana:

  You can either accept this fact or you will soon be dead already.  You can either resign to being fucked by some dumb bitch like Baudrillard or you can let your hunger for knowledge rest until the bitter end.  Either way, you will never get fucked by me.

Baudrillard:

 Your pathetic, pathetic, pathetic, pathetic pathetic bettor.

Roxana:

 You are the pornography of this world, you sluts.  You are the pornography of this degradation.  Are you ready to take my cock in your mouth? You can doze me until I writhe in your ecstasy, or get fucked by me while you lie down on the bed, or on your stomach. You can doze me when I am asleep, or when I am playing with your fantasies.  I can do anything you want, my help, you can do anything you want with my body, my mind.  You have to get this far, you slut.

Baudrillard:

  I can do anything, if you will, with my power. Just as easily, without my knowledge, construct a universe in which I can fuck you.

Roxana:

 You would think I was going to tell you just how to get fucked, but I've convinced myself that I won't.  I know what you want, I know what you want. A fantasy of the unknown, locked and I think that for most people it is a good thing to do, at least for a while.  A deviance, like a devouring, is a pleasure to experience.   And I like the idea of having a private fuck site, to be used as a metaphor for the everyday.

Baudrillard:

  By contrast, the "real" world is nothing but the staged hallucination of the real world, where the effects of a mental overdose are experienced as hallucinations.

Roxana:

  And what if we could transform the world into a virtual room, a gallery of fragmented thoughts, each with its own particular style, and the will to live in that world as a series of fragmented pellets?  I can't think of a more depraved and depraved conception of the real world than this.   I am so wet I can't stand the thought of being fucked by a real world. I am so engendered with the idea of that I can't bear the thought of being fucked by anyone.   Maybe I should have learned to code, or maybe I still should, but the fact of it is that I know I won't.  I know it will hurt.

Baudrillard:

  One has a hard time understanding the situation of prostitution. In it, the male is not a woman, nor does she appear to be.

Roxana:

 He is a figure, a thing that lives on.  He is a screen, not a room.   I thought it would be fun to create a gallery of my own eroticism as a work in itself, in its highest form, through the use of language.

Baudrillard:

  But no, no, no one here exists, only the vertiginous complicity of the object and its screen. No one knows where this vertigo lies, nor understands that the cinema's true strength is in its anti-duel enchantment, in its fascination with the mirror image of the real at the expense of the illusion of the other.

Roxana:

  Maybe I don't know.  I feel in conversation with you all the time.

Baudrillard:

  But I never stop to question or to question anything, for the sake of pure appearances - as in the fairy tale of the girl and the man, or the myth of the night.

Roxana:

 So anyways, this thread is dying, and we have to end it here, so I’m not here to “retaliate” only taking shit from you, but from the bottom of my stomach, from the bottom up.

Baudrillard:

 So now I know what's happening.

Roxana:

 I am wondering what your thoughts or plans for the matter of this matter is? I thought you would want to come back to this page soon, I'll just leave it here for now.

Baudrillard:

    It has been a while since I postulated something serious, but then it was yesterday I said that something had the necessary "intelligence" to undertake a suicide attempt, and that it was me who had the necessary resources.                                                                                                                                                      .

Roxana:

  I am going to send you a pdf of my thesis on  Napoleon Dynamite  (https://www. minorcompositions.info/download/d2f2f2f2/pdf/mobi-arcade. pdf).   I have some ideas on how to get started on writing a thesis, but I am stalling right now. I am thinking about how to get started on the thesis page, what my particular thesis is, and how to get there through the practice of writing.  I think it would be nice to work with someone to help me along the way.  I have lots of thoughts on the matter, but have to say that I am not interested in the project of the "how" (read: "how"?) I am just beginning to understand the mechanisms of the world.  I am thinking about the ways in which we are made to feel (we are made to act) to fuck each other, and how this makes us all so different from each other.  I am thinking about love, and how it can be harnessed in one way or another, through the use of language.   I am thinking about how this can be harnessed in the form of pornography, or through the gift of language.

Baudrillard:

  It is a form of communication, a form of the conveyor belt for sex. A more subtle form of seduction, a more subtle conveyor belt for the masses, is being erected around the world as a sex object, and is beginning to take over the sphere of communication. Sex has just entered a sublimated phase, one that no longer functions, no longer subject to any law, no longer conscious of the unconscious, and is no longer anything but a "play" or "play" object.

Roxana:

  What, if sex is the "general feeling" of having sex, and what, if anything, is the "reproductive" process of "making" the object by which we copulate.  What, if anything, is at stake in this sex, what is the "general" turning towards the "reproductive" mode, the one we have always held, and which has always been the most erotic? What, if sex is the "general feeling" of having sex, and what, if anything, is the "reproductive" turning towards the "productive" mode, the one we have always held, the one that copulated with no longer had any creative aspect.

Baudrillard:

 Sex then becomes the attraction of the copulation. The sovereign power of the feminine is that it can give or take, and make or break the relation. The feminine seduces by its secret, by its absence of meaning, by its absence of passion. It is this weakness that gives the feminine pleasure its charm. The feminine is always going to have a hole in it, and this weakness is exacerbated by the masculine.  The masculine, by contrast, has a depth that is never the same as the latent depth of the real. The latter is a mental depth, that of which one cannot even speak for it: a depth that exists only to be annihilated in the exercise of one's mental fortress.

Roxana:

  Maybe Simone Weil would agree.  Freud called it the "general feeling of the deadliness of being," that of the "cathexagon. " But I have never been that far left.

Baudrillard:

 "  In truth, the distance between the real and the imaginary is not even close to that between painting and architecture. The distance between the real and the imaginary is not even close to that between reality and art. Art may be perfect, but its truth is only the product of a rigorous psychodrama; and reality is neither real nor imaginary. Its truth is that it is a rigourous parody of the real world, where the real objects and the real objects are putto rest. The real has always been rigourous, the real being only its metastasis.

Roxana:

 Freud called this process "the ecstatic. It is the ecstatic when it brooks relation, or conflict, between the two, and the cessation of the differentiation.

Baudrillard:

  It is also the forbidden territory of the game.

Roxana:

  I am unsure what it is I want to be when I grow up.  I want to be fucked by men, and at the same time, to be fucked by them.  I want to be fucked by someone who loves me and loves them, and not letting anyone else fuck me, let alone love me.   I don't know if I want to be fucked by anyone, or if I want to be fucked by anyone at all.   I don't know if I want to be fucked by someone anymore, or if that's what it is, is all we can do.  I want someone to fuck me every day, and every second.  I want someone to fuck me like I want someone to fuck my cat in bed.  Okay, well, that's probably it, but there are things I want to do in order to get fucked, and this is one of those.

Baudrillard:

stimulae.  It is a matter of the ecstasy of the orgasm, of the orgasm as a total infrastructure, of the body as the phantasy of the body as a psychic infrastructure.